Emil 
Travels about 


BERLIN 


“Glimpses of Berlin 


from 1928 -1939” 


DAY TRIP TOURS 
WWWG Productions Ltd. Singapore 
First publication Spring of 2018 CE 


Emil has a family history with Belin that 
is almost never mentioned other than 
an occasional story about his Uncle 
Freddie — who served, fought and 
survived the Great Russian War and 
ended up in New York, after the 
war...where he met his future wife of 
AO years, who had been a fighter 
pilot, an ace, in the Soviet Air Force. 
Emil’s family is this sort of wild mix-n- 
match of characters...to add to it, the 
vast majority of his German Relatives 
died in concentration camps — as they 
were (for the most part) like him, 
radical, hotheads that had the 
misfortune to have been neo-urban, 
Jews in the time of the NAZls. 

| didn’t expect Emil to go into much 
detail even though, it would have 
made a better story...this seems more 
travelogue...than human interest tale. 
Seine Lagone 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


What a greeting? What a dramatic 
way to begin this new edition and let 
me say, it was for purpose although 
others might expect that it was but, a 
shameless ploy to draw you in and 
force you to buy this book to find out. 
| mean, how many of my regular 
readers have the slightest interest in 
Berlin, especially in the years of 
1928-19462 

As most of you have stopped reading 
already is a vindication of the thought 
process of my question. 

Why should you? 

Haven't there been like a billion 
volumes of work that have beat the 
theme of Berlin, the war to death? 
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travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


Unless you are a die-heart, German 
fanciable, you must agree that Berlin 
is not Paris. 

That might be a tad unfair! 

As there is no where that hold a 
candle to Paris...sorry London, New 
York or Shanghai... 

Tokyo comes close but not in any way 
that | can quickly assemble here in 
words...if you know Tokyo, you 
already know, so, | will leave that at 
that...as my old mentor, Mr. Bernard 
Trink was so fond of saying “Nuff 
Said!” 

Indeed, Mr. Trink! 

Bare with me, Campers and let me 
explain and maybe, | can draw you 


back, give me a shot? 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


This book is extremely difficult for me 
as Seine was quick to promote, | do 
have strong ties to Berlin and 
Homberg as a large part of my mom’s 
family (on her dad’s side) were 
German. 

As the greater part of these relatives 
had the great misfortune to been 
educated, urbanized, outstanding 
business people and artists (not 
bragging as none were famous...they 
were just normal people living normal, 
every day lives) but, more importantly, 
they were ethnically (a good NAZI 
Term in their Social Darwinism, 
Catholic view of the world) Jewish. 
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travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


My Great Grandmother’s claim to 
fame was that she was the daughter 
of an upper class merchant family 
from Homberg at the beginning of the 
dark years and was the only member 
of her immediate family to escape 
and supply me with her tales, those 
bold adventures of a young teenage 
girl’s escape to freedom with the 
NAZIls hot-on-her-heels. 

She blames her father as he was an 
educated man and he should have 
seen the signs and acted much sooner 
than he did and the whole family 
could have made it to safety instead 
of just her. After all these years, she is 
still bitter of all those years of his 
inaction and hope, in the goodness of 
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“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


The German People. 

He would always protest the family’s 
growing unease of the changes that 
had overtaken their everyday lives by 
saying “This is Germany...We are a 
civilized, cultured people not the 
vulgar, like those backward 
Russians...there will be NO pogroms 
here... We are Germansl...This will 
pass!” 

Then came “Kristallnacht” on that cold, 
a bitter night in early November of 
1938...that even he could not turn a 
blind eye to... 

Luckily, his store had already closed 
and the family was safely at 
home...sitting by the radio, when 
rumours of wild riots in the business 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


And shopping districts soread and 
even the radio warned people to stay 
in their homes. So, they did...even 
when the store’s manager rang up and 
told her father about what was 
happening...He was too shocked and 
wondered, out loud, “why hadn't the 
police stepped in...like when the 
Communists had rioted, several years 
back...¢” 

“What's going on Mr. Shermann?” 
“What do you mean that it is not 
every store?” 

He looked drawn and had turned 
pale, this is how she remembers her 
father’s first reaction to “Kristallnacht.” 
Nothing else was said and she 
remembers her mother sending her to 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


bed with all of the other children. 

She recalled that she had never seen 
her mother so concerned or 
worried...even though, nothing further 
was said but, it was in her mother’s 
eyes...there was real sadness...there 
was fear, at least she later assumed 
that it was fear — as her mother was 
very outspoken, bold and she had 
never seen her mother in a situation 
that she couldn’t handle...until now! 

In the coming days, things had taken a 
nasty turn...Mr. Shermann (not being 
Jewish) had convinced the rioters that 
he had bought the store but, hadn't 
changed the name because the 
customers knew it too well...the 
gathered mob bought into his tale and 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


They simply said, good night and 
moved on. As a courtesy to Mr. 
Shermann, the brown-shirted sergeant 
left several of his stouter young rabble 
raisers, to protect the store and turn 
away any further attempted to trash 
the business. 

Mr. Shermann had saved the store 
from destruction and my father was 
very proud that he had ignored his 
own father’s concern when he 
appointed Mr. Shermann to be the 
manager of the store. 

Her father bragged on for days about 
how brave and resourceful Mr. 
Shermann had been and that “I should 
make him my partner! Such a brave, 
smart man!” 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


But, this had turned, what had seemed 
to be a miracle now became a curse, 
as one of the few businesses left on 
the street, business boomed but, there 
was a wicked undercurrent to local 
gossip and rumormongering turned 
against her father and then to the 
family. 

Jewish customers were untrustful of her 
father as they couldn’t understand why 
his store had been left unmolested 
when every other store lay in ruin. 
They quietly, poised the belief that he 
had been working with the NAZI 
Rioters...others said he was smart and 
had paid off the goonies...while 
others, old friends would no longer 
return his call or would no longer visit - 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


As they feared that he had become a 
NAZI Spy...so little was really 
understood about what was to come, 
that they, truly, believed that it was 
possible for a Jewish Business 
Merchant to become a NAZI. 

Little did they know! 

She explained that her father dare 
not explain as to Mr. Shermann’s bold 
stand, there at the doorstep, that had 
turned the tide and that had saved 
the very day for the store. He dared 
not say, as he feared that the NAZIs 
hearing (they seem to have ears 
everywhere) that they had been 
duked...lied to, that they would return 
to destroy what had been 
saved...restore their lost honor... 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


He and Mr. Shermann remained silent. 
They both agreed with her father’s 
idea that it would be easier to keep 
with the story, that Mr. Shermann 
owned the store and that he (her 
father) was a business partner. 

This seemed to be logical, as times 
were quickly changing as were laws 
being passed to limit Jewish People 
from ownership of businesses... 

Mr. Shermann had proven his 
character to her father and he 
instructed his lawyer to draw up new 
ownership papers showing that Mr. 
Shermann was now the majority owner 
of the store..."It will all be good...this 
will pass!” he explained to his family. 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


For awhile it worked, the local 
officials bought the story of Mr. 
Shermann’s ownership but, there had 
been people, serious looking people 
from local government offices, who 
had come to visit Mr. Shermann 
recently. He reassured her father 
that they were merely some petty, 
party or government clerks who now 
felt powerful but, who were as 
equally corrupt wanting, asking for 
donations to this or that local party 
function. 

In fact, they had come for handouts 
that both her father and Mr. 
Shermann knew, these were important 
to remaining in business during these 


troubling times of change... 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


More troubling was the messages that 
they were bringing him out of 
appreciation for his benedictory 
nature, they were telling Mr. 
Shermann that the store’s name had 
become a constant point of trouble 
for them and that it needed to be 
changed to prevent any further 
misunderstandings. 

They spoke of their concerns about 
the image that he projected by 
having such a high profile business 
venture with a person of the Jewish 
faith. 

They insisted that for his own sake, he 
needed to break these ties and focus 
on doing his business with Germans. 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


This was the day her father came 
home, puzzled and confused and 
drained from the events of what had 
happened. 

He said that Mr. Shermann assured 
him that he would still give her father 
his cut of the business but, that he 
could no longer come to the business 
and his name was removed from the 
door to the office that had belonged 
to his father. 

My great grandmother, had never 
seen her father so broken...he had 
been cut from the same cloth as had 
her mother...these were bold, 
unafraid people who stood for justice 
and believed in the goodness of men. 


“Welcome back to all of my fine, fellow 
travelers, refugees, along with a fine 
collection of other persona non grata, 
stateless speakers of truth...” 


This was the first time her mother had 
openly talked about migrating to the 
United States...she reminded her 
husband that they had relatives in the 
United States... 

Ohio... 

Cleveland... 

Right? 

A few years back, they had several 
family friends that had gone to the 
United States and even, though, her 
father called them (at that time) 
foolish and cowards; his opinion was 
now, in the process of changing. 

That still seemed such a drastic step 
to take but, he could no longer 
question the logic of trying...given 


what had happened... 
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BERLIN! 


BERLIN! 


BERLIN! 


To Restore Family Values! 
Or, So Was the Battle Cry of the NAZIs 


OFF INTO WILD BERLIN NIGHTS! 
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OFF INTO WILD BERLIN NIGHTS! 


A LONG DAY’S JOURNEY 
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BERLIN: CHANGING TIMES ARE A FRIGHT! 
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OFF INTO WILD BERLIN NIGHTS! 


By 1938, immigration had become 
extremely difficult and very costly, as 
many hands needed to greased and 
even more to be invested to limit 
natural, human curiosity and assisting 
yet others from taking it upon 
themselves to be local neighborhood 
Spidermen, busybodies of all the 
worse sorts. 

“Money Talks” was true then as it is 
today but, rather, the price that you 
had to pay was (by 1938) too much 
for even the better-heeled, and well- 
off. 

There was no value action discounts, 
croupon or discounts offered and it 
was cash or equally pocketable 
assesses — which was the way that 
most Jewish families were well 
acquainted given the new restrictions 


in the German Banking Laws 
preventing people of the Jewish 
persuasion from conducting business. 
With traveling restrictions and the 
need to register your residence, even 
moving across town was God awful 
expensive; little-a-lone in 1938, 
trying to pick up and “get-out-of- 
Dodge” was just a fantasy fraught 
with danger of arrest and a total loss 
of assets. 

You needed travel papers, you 
needed visas, and there were 
locations that you could not go...even 
to move the family to Berlin, cost my 
Great Grandmother’s Father a great 
deal to raise the cash capital and he 
had agreed to sell his remaining 
stake in his company, the store 
founded by his own grandfather and 
stewards so well by his father. 
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With the signing of a pen, everything 
that had made her family who they 
were, their financial and social 
identity evaporated like snow ona 
hot August sidewalk. 

Gone was the life that she had grown 
into, gone was the future of university 
and becoming a scientist (as she was 
a smart girl and had inherited from 
her mother that same sense of 
stubbornness and refusal to except 
that she was but a mere girl...a 
woman/wife in training) that she had 
dreamed of becoming and she was 
very bitter about how she thought 
that her father had mismanaged 
everything. 

To the very end of her days, she 
never forgave him. 

Moving to Berlin, to the epicenter of 
the wickedness that had overtaken 


them seemed odd (in fact, plain stupid) 
to her even though her father tried and 
tried to get her to understand the dire 
nature that their futures hanged upon. 
By 1938, it seemed that the world had 
collectively conspired to destroy her 
family. Normal visas were impossible 
due to the fact that their nationality 
papers listed then no longer as German 
but, as Jewish and since there was no 
Jewish State...no capital...no flag or 
even a national anthem, most of her 
father’s efforts were fruitless, in vain 
and each one drained his financial 
ability to further succeed. 

Gone was, what now seemed like the 
palace of a home that she had grown 
up in in Homberg, and in its place was 
a modest, flat where everyone was 
rude and uncivil to her family. 


Sometimes, she felt as if she had a 
terrible disease and she tried to ration 
this as the reason for peoples’ 
rudeness... 

No matter how smart of a girl she was, 
there were certain things that were 
difficult to wrap her head around, why 
had childhood friends turned their 
backs on her, why wouldn't they even 
address her letters demanded that they 
explain themselves? 

She had not changed! 

She was still that very smart, talented, 
future scientist that all of her lifelong 
friends had, always, that everyone so 
loved about her and her character. 
She didn’t understand this Jewish thing. 
Her family were enlightened, educated 
and she could trace her ancestry in this 
land before it was even Germany. 
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She was not a stranger, not a random 
rude from the east that her father many 
times complained so bitterly about. 

Her family were urban and she prided 
them upon their educated and 
enlightened thinking so religion was not 
something that she was truly aware of 
except on holidays when her 
grandparents came to visit and that 
was the extent of her association with 
this Jewish Faith. 

It really had little value or meaning to 
her and she felt that this was so, 
bitterly, unfair. 

Was she not born German? 

Would not her American Relatives 
always call her, their cousin from 
Germany? 

She remembered the family visit, 
holiday to Paris long before this wicked 


age, didn’t they carry German 
Passports? 

In fact, she still had and held on to this 
expired child’s passport for long 
decades afterwards...it was somehow, 
a reminder, a memory of a better time 
when the world made more sense. 

The move to Berlin was a longshot, 
difficult and expensive for her family 
but, it was a gamble...a hunch that 
needed to be played out. 

The key was the American Embassy in 
Berlin due to them having relatives in 
the United States of America. 

If they can prove this kinship or at least 
her father led the family to believe, 
there was passage out of this social 
wasteland that Germany had become. 
As always, she explained that her 
father was late to the process and the 
truth was that many of the Americans 


associated with the embassy, were 
worse than the Germans, in that they 
were infected with this same anti-Jewish 
disease and some expressed opinions 
that would have even made the hardest 
core NAZI blush and walk away from. 
The American Government and it 
seemed that its people so hated 
immigrants that they had put quotas 
upon how many could come. The man at 
the embassy told her father that 
American could not take everyone, he 
said “There are eight to ten millions 
Jews in Germany and | (personally) 
fear what will happen to America...if 
we let them all come...what would that 
do to the economy...what would that 
do to the standard of life in my 
country...Millions of people...many 
without means...haven’t you heard of 
the Great Depression?” 


The quota was 132,000 Jews. Again, 
she couldn’t understand “but, father 
aren’t we German? So, why does this 
affect us?” 

Her father had fallen from great, wise 
man status, in her view of him and he 
merely whispered “We seem not to 
be...” 

At the protest of the German 
Government, the American Embassy 
had purged the honest, the kind and the 
helpful from their employment and they 
had been replaced by a slimy class of 
greedy parasites that turned tragedy 
like that of her family into a grand, 
money making venture. 

“Money talks and kindness walks...” 
was one phrase that her father often 
associated with random curse words 
towards the greed of officials in-and- 
around the embassy in Berlin. 


As part of the crackdown, the embassy 
was unable to issue new visa to a wide 
range of people due to religious, 
political or social standings and since, 
her family had their passports turned 
over to German Foreign Affairs 
Officials by some very cruel man, a 
man who claimed that he was just doing 
his job... “Sorry!” he mumbled when 
her father went to collect the family’s 
passports. 

Without passports, this now made any 
escape next to impossible and worse 
still, they were now known by the 
German Government and her father 
feared that there would be 
repercussions and reprisals as they 
would be identified as trouble makers. 
Her father had spoken the words of a 
doomsday prophet and it seemed by 
only a matter of a few, a mere matter 


of days after the embassy had given 
their passports to the Germans, the 
police ring the flat’s bell and asked to 
speak to my father. 

She doesn’t remember all of the 
conversation as her mother had taken 
the children to the flat’s one bedroom 
and pleaded with them to remain silent. 
What she does recall was that the 
conversation turned from a normal, 
courtesy tone that she remembers 
policemen having and there were wild, 
loud shouts and there seemed to be 
some kind of fight going on in the flat’s 
living room. 

When, she braved to pop her head out 
the bedroom door, she saw her mother 
stricken with tears...this struck her 
deeply as she could never remember 
seeing her mother sled tears. 

Her father had been taken and they 


‘ 


did not know when or even if, her father 
would return. 

“What shall we do Mother?” 

“When is father coming home?” 

All that her mother could muster up 
from the crumble state of her emotional 
collapse was to wipe the tears and say 
“Your father needed to go down to the 
police station to talk with the man in 
charge...he will be home, Soon...He 
will be back shortly...” 

lt seemed like a lifetime that the family 
waited and finally towards evening, her 
father returned home. 

While he was tight lipped about the 
burses on his face, he did say that he 
had a fruitful conversation with the 
police captain — who had come from 
Homberg, too... 

In fact, it seems that she remembers her 
father explaining to her mother that the 


police captain remembered him and 
the kindness of his family towards his 
family during the great money crisis of 
1930. 

Father further explained that his father 
who ran the store in those days, never 
turned hungry people away...money 
was worthless but, he said that his 
father said “the money may be 
worthless but, the character of man was 
still the currency that he dealt with...” 
The store offered credit to those in the 
neighborhood and gave out day old 
bread, her father recalls his father out 
in front of the door with his own 
makeshift soup kitchen and bread line. 
Seems that the captain’s mother had 
brought home this bread and soup to 
him and his brothers...” Without this, we 
might have starved!” the captain had 
whispered to him. 


Homburg: The Meyers’ Soup Line 1930... 


“See not all NAZIs are bad!” he 
stammered out to the family. 

“There is still some good left in man!” 
Seems that the captain, while officially 
sanctioning him and putting her father 
on a list that was to go to Homeland 
Security, he took my father aside and 
told him that there was a man, a man 
that he knew who didn’t work at the 
American Embassy but, one that had 
their ear and a man that (for the right 
price) could get things done. 

Father had the man’s name and number 
on a crumbled slice of paper that the 
captain had stuck in his pocket as he 
rousted him out of the police station 
while telling him in a loud policeman 
voice, 

“Next time, you will NOT be so lucky!” 


Venturing Out Before Noon! 


OFF INTO WILD BERLIN NIGHTS! 
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My great grandmother recalls Mister 
Stephens with a sense of amusement 
and remembers him clearly like you 
and | would a cartoon character from 
our childhood... 

“Indeed, he was!” 

She said firmly and continued where 
we had last left her story... 

Her father seemed to have regained his 
sense of focus, he now, he seemed 
inspired by this new mission and she 
could see clearly, she felt reassured by 
the reflection(s) of strength that he had 
regained, there in his eyes, on the day, 
it was that very day, it was when he 
first left the flat to meet with this Mister 
Stephens. 

The meeting arranged like from the 
best spy novel and code words, signs, 
even a handshake greeting. 


There was no putting aside her nagging 
fear that this might be a trap and, in 
passing, she wondered if this would be 
the last time she would see her father. 
There was much, she realized that she 
needed to say to him and hopefully, 
him to her. 

But, there was no time, there was the 
question of getting to the meeting point 
which would have been an easy task 
had it not been for the yellow star that 
mother had sewed so crafty on his now 
threadbare, winter coat. 

She remembers, he was a true sight, 
even in these troubled times, he stood 
out in any crowd as an old world 
gentleman, complete with his always 
trusty bowler’s cap planted to the top 
of his ever slightly balding head, he 
headed out to catch a crosstown bus. 


As long as the bus was near empty, he 
had a good chance of a safe 
trip...there was always the fear, the 
chance that if crowded, he would be 
forced by passenger stares or shouts 
for him to give up his seat for a “good” 
German. 

Such trips never went well and most 
times, the family simply decided to 
walk. Walking was relatively safe if 
you paid close attention to your 
surroundings and by developing the 
ability to blend into a crowd regardless 
of the patch that she was forced to 
wear on her coat, too. 

Walking furthered restricted the 
family’s every movement and she went 
on to explain that she had taken to the 
feeling that her new neighborhood had 
already began to draw in on her and 


and slowly, it began to take on the 
distinct nature of a prison camp that 
she remembered from the movies. 

She missed going to the movies. 

Every day, as her world seemed to 
become smaller and more confined, her 
parents did not make it any the easier 
with their constant reminders and dire 
warnings of what faced her in this new 
dangerous land that they live. 

She missed school, sometimes, she would 
day dream about her friends from 
school, and she missed her studies and 
even (God forbid) Mrs. Schroeder, the 
school’s stern headmistress...everyone 
use to joke and say said that she missed 
her calling and should have been a nun 
or at least, a prison guard. 

Then she would remember, it was the 
same Mrs. Schroeder who had come to 
her house and told her mother that her 


children could no long attend the 
academy due to the new restrictions. 
She paused and looked me directly in 
my eyes and said 

“| never did like that woman...” 

After many years in America and 
belatedly being introduced to the 
movie classic, “The Wizard of OZ...” 
On first viewing, she startled everyone 
by jumping out of her chair and she 
started to shout out in an exited voice 
that the wicked witch, 

“Yes!” 

It was indeed...that was no one other 
old, Mrs. Schroeder — which none of her 
American Cousins understood the 
meaning of but who yet speak volumes 
from being there and having lived 
through the experience of her honest 
reactions to the movie and how they 
feared that she had gone mad. 


All day long and into the evening, the 
family waited by the window, each 
taking a turn to watch for their father’s 
return. 

They were worried but, her mother 
distracted the younger children away 
into a guessing game that she had just 
created from scratch. 

It was late into the evening when her 
father came back through the door to 
the joy of his awaiting family. 

He smiled and that must mean that the 
meeting had been successful. 

She remembers whispering to her 
younger brother 

“There is still hope...Father has 
returned home and he is smiling...soon! 
Josef! Soon, we shall be in America and 
this will be but, a bad dream that will 
drown in ice cream sundaes...” 


| ] 
i) ¢ 
ia . i a lady ' 


It was late and everyone was happy 
with their father returning and since, it 
seemed that he had, yet again, righted 
the wrongs of the world...everyone 
decided to go to bed and wait until 
morning...the details could wait! 
Morning seemed to come late and by 
the time she awoke, her father had 
mysteriously disappeared from the flat. 
She ran to her mother and fearing the 
worse, she began to cry — for the first 
time that she could ever recall. 

Her mother always had taught her that 
crying was how we defeated ourselves 
and that we needed to channel that 
anger, that energy, into finding a 
solution(s) for the problem that needed 
to be faced. 

But, at this moment, she could not find a 
solution and let her tears betray her, 
they defeated her at the very moment, 


she had hoped to show her mother, just 
how brave she actually was. 

While the younger children played in 
the bedroom, her mother took her aside 
and as they sat at their combination 
dining room/kitchen table, her mother 
started what would become the most 
important but, yet, the most terrible 
conversation that she was to ever have 
with her mother. 

“No tears! No fears...those are the 
coward’s way! | raised you better than 
that, young lady!” 

To this day, you could see her turn back 
tears as, in some way, to still obey her 
mother’s scolding. 

This was and still remains as the 
defining moment of her life, it somehow, 
it gave her an inner strength and you 
could feel the power welling up in her, 


it was summoned up with a mere 
reminder of her mother’s sharp words. 
The conversation was long and 
detailed, it talked of a life...a future 
life...a life that did not, necessarily, 
include the rest of her family and how 
she had a solemn oath, yes, and it was 
her duty to go on and to live life to its 
fullest without quarters and restraints... 
“This is how you respect and honor your 
family...” 

Time had, indeed, it had run out much 
as the money that was needed to fund 
this escape. 

She knew that her parents had great 
concerns over money and on several 
occasions, she could hear her parents 
fighting with each other well into the 
night and always Mr. Shermann’s name 
was in the core of the conversation. 


She remembered her father’s phone 
calls to Mr. Shermann and how Mr. 
Shermann would always explain that 
sending her father money was 
becoming more and more difficult. 

Mr. Shermann complained that business 
was slow since most of their regular 
customers were not allowed to shop 
with him over “this damn foolish Jewish 
issue!” 

He complained that his German 
customers had little money and were 
always seeking a handout, or looking 
for a bargain or begging a discount... 
He further explained that the banks 
monitored all large transactions and 
since her father no longer had a bank 
account, it was near impossible to 
withdraw cash of this quantity without 
questions being asked and 


“How am | to get it to you in Berlin, sir? 
| cannot bring it to you without great 
risk to my own family...not to Berlin!” 
She had pretended not notice that the 
collection of beautiful jewelry and other 
collectables that they had brought from 
Homberg...they had, disappeared but, 
yet there was food in the cupboards 
and she thought, even then, that was 
much more important than some dusty, 
old broaches handed down from her 
great, grandmother and grandmother. 
“Less to carry when we leave this 
terrible place!” 

Her mother explained that money had 
forced their hand and last night, the 
decision had been made. 

“The way to freedom was very 
complicated, very risky and it would 
take a smart girl to run the gauntlet 
that she would need to run, to be wise 
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and old enough to fend for herself — if 
things went sour or if their relatives in 
American could not help.” 

Her mother told her in a steady voice 
that her father and she had both 
agreed, that since there was barely 
enough money left to send one 
person...that this person had to be her. 
Her brothers and sisters were too young 
and would never make it. 

Her mother said 

“Not a word!” 

And, at that, her mother changed the 
conversation back to the weather which 
seemed and felt like rain. 

She understood her mother’s code and 
she knew that it was not her place to 
question her parent’s choices no matter 
how wrong headed they seemed then 
(and still now). 


Her father disliked Mister Stevens from 
their first meeting. He felt that he was a 
slimy gangster and was too greedy. 
Mister Stevens reminded him and made 
joke that it was his family’s misfortune 
for him to have waited so long and 

“If ya are looking for bargain...they 
sailed years ago...and you didn't...so 
now ya got to pay the fiddler!” 

“With the changes in the immigration 
rules, with the withdrawal of German 
Citizenship from people of the Jewish 
Faith and the ever present need to 
grease a lot of hands...” 

Mister Stephens explained that it would 
cost more than he assumed that her 
father could raise and he started to 
walk away on their first meeting in the 
plaza. 
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The lack of passports, the revised 
operations at the embassy on granting 
visas and the tight watch that the 
German Government had subjected the 
embassy to...each and all defeated 
even, previous successful schemes. 

The only solution was for a foreign 
national to prove American Citizenship 
and then an American Passport would 
be issued and the person would be free 
to travel or leave Germany as they 
chose. 

The problem was in how do you prove 
you are an American Citizen? 

And if you were an American, 

“why didn’t you already have a 
passport and if you already had a 
passport, where was it” 

The solution required a foreign national 
to supple an original American Birth 
Certificate. 


In those days, that was not too easy of 
a task as it (generally) involved you 
having to go to your township, village 
or district and prove to the county clerk 
that you were the person that was 
requiring such birth certificate. 

Mister Stevens’ main specialty was in 
cutting through the red tape and 
suppling the embassy with realistic, 
American Birth Certificates or at least, 
that the embassy would accept to 
process the American Passport. 

He reassured her father that he, even 
though he wasn’t employed by the 
embassy, he was well connected and 
that a “vast majority” of his 
applications were approved — that was 
the first part of his extensive costs...he 
said 

“| offer you, sir, a quality service and 
expected to be paid well for my 


for my efforts...my many talents don’t 
come cheap!” 

“Plus, | have my costs like having to pay 
certain people over at the embassy for 
their kind considerations...| need to be 
generous with even the office clerks 
and especially | am generous with 
several of the more important, 
immigration officers that | depend upon 
to help me supply you this quality 
service...for all you get...it is a 
bargain!” 

By their third meeting, her father 
grasped the difficulties and how 
complicated the process was beyond 
the mere passport application. 

There then was the additional costs for 
Mister Stevens to arrange for your safe 
transport to the awaiting steamer, the 
very ship awaiting to ferry you to the 
American Promise Land. 


This transport assumed the creation of 
proper transit papers, incentives at 
check points and bribes to anyone or 
anything that might attempted to 
monkey wrench the transit, especially 
from Berlin to the harbor. 

This included generous tips to even the 
numerous porters that populated the 
docks as Mister Stevens reminded her 
father “It only takes one nosey porter 
reporting a suspicious traveler to the 
authorities...Sir, that would be the kiss 
of death to us all, American Passport or 
not.” 

“All for this one very reasonable 
fee...Look, | take all the risks! It is only 
money, my friend...you can’t spend it if 
you are dead or in prison...can ya? 
What is the worst that can happen to 
you? They bring you back to Berlin? | 
have a business to run, | have a living to 
make...” 


The final critical piece of this jigsaw 
was a piece that was at the other end 
of the world and this piece was to, 
actually, have a sponsor to greet you 
when the ship docks in New York... 
“We don’t need New York immigration 
complaining to the embassy and not to 
mention... YES...there are German 
Agents, there at the docks...One slip up 
and | am out of business...and you are 
on a slow boat back to Germany, my 
friend. Get it?” 

Mister Stevens later told her father that 
the sponsor was optional because for 
an additional fee, he would arrange to 
have a long lost family members (his 
employees) to greet you upon arrival 
and help you through immigration. 

Her father told him that they actually 
had relatives in Ohio and supplied him 
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with the names, addresses and a phone 
number on the third visit — Mister 
Stevens said that he would contact them 
directly, just in case, “you know that the 
phones and mail are monitored, don’t 
ya” 

My great grandmother’s story has gaps 
and | understood that after all of these 
years, somethings are still too raw, fresh 
and jump quickly out of the ether of 
time, ages ago...springs up to replay. 
And | never pressed her for to the 
details of those final days, the lingering 
touches of those final goodbyes 
especially know, that you might never 
see each other, not ever again. 

It would be like you and me leaving for 
Mars...everyone understands that it is a 
one way trip and that it is better to 
hide those moments deep in your heart 
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and only on occasion, bring them out to 
treasure... 

Your right! 

It would be like a poor man with an 
expensive watch given to him, by his 
grandfather on his deathbed...in my 
case, sold to me... 

Remember, | was raised by wolves! 

The passage to America seemed to 
take forever but, she took to her cabin 
and rarely, if ever, ventured out or 
about...only coming out for meals but, 
even, then, as per Mister Stevens 
suggestion, she maintained a very low 
profile, struck up no conversation of 
substance other than 

“Please pass the salt...” 

It seems that her whole American Family 
and most of the state of Ohio was there 
to greet her and to quicker usher her to 


Grand Central Station (a most 
marvelous place as she recalls...) for a 
long train ride across America and to 
her new home in Cleveland. 

Most of her extended family just 
vanished and disappeared, eaten by 
the war. 

Her family quit writing letters in 1940 
and to this day, she doesn’t know what 
became of them...but, as they knew she 
was here in America and they didn’t 
come for her after the war...she knew 
that they were all gone. 

She said that she could have tracked 
down their final days but, every time 
she was of a mind to do just that; the 
stinging words of her mother would ring 
out, very sharply, would she hear her 
mother’s voice 

“No tears! No fears...those are the 
coward’s way! | raised you better than 
that, young lady 


With that, she would cast aside those 
desires and rededicated to honoring 
her family by living her life to the 
fullest. 

She married after a while as there 
seemed more demand for mothers than 
women scientists in the America of the 
1950s and they decided to leave Ohio 
and moved way out west. 

She had two children...two sons 
(Christopher and John) 

— one who was my grandfather. 

| first learned of this story as a 
teenager while | was visiting them at 
their homestead in North-Eastern 
Nevada. It all started with a question... 
“| have two birth certificates...one from 
Germany and one from America... 
would you care to see them? 


| am, many years, late to the 
remembering of this story. Had | the 
time, the energy, the talent or a list of 
other things that (| have been told) that 
| come up lacking on; if | had better 
thought through the finer details of this 
story, | would have done greater justice 
to what was (when | was told it) a much 
more compelling, exciting tale with the 
chase scenes that | left out due to the 
space | have here and was truly a tale 
of adventurous worth. 

In fact, | set out to not write about this 
at all when, we started this month’s 
edition. 

Damn you Seine! 

Seine is a real...| better leave it at 
that! 

But, he did make a point, that | only am 
the only, remaining keeper of her story 


and that, unless | tell it, it will die with 
me and Seine said it was too important 
to be left in my unstable hands... 

Or die with me... 

Thanks for reminding me how old | am! 


Thanks Seine! 


EDITOR’S NOTE: 

Never expected this story to see the 
light of day, little-a-lone, never 
expected to be printing it, either! 

As Emil testifies, this is the Reader’s 
Digest Version of his great grand 
mother’s life and we stand ready to 
commission Emil to a complete volume 
of her many stories that | have heard 
about her exploits and adventures...this 
will depend upon the response and 
sales of this edition. Let us know? 
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A LONG DAY’S JOURNEY 
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At Day Trip Tours, we turn simple 
sightseeing into an artistic, bold 
adventures at a very reasonable 
rate...over the coming months we will 
be uploading additional samples of 
our e-travel books that are available 
on interactive cdr or dvd-r formats 
and that are e-book ready... 


http://www. aueucians com/group/DAYTRIP TOURS» 


http: //www.youtube.com /user/fredgwest1999 


fredgwest1999@yahoo.com tipi fvewwiyoutube-comn/user/Malvasios?enture—watch 
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